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Py morbidly following up mental processes
like these, or parallel to them, Mr. Lloyd had
graduslly familiarized himself with the idea of
Suicide, and had taught himself to yearn for it,
us a sure panacea against ali his complaints,
and & necessary resort in the extremiiy of his
misery. This morning, particularly, the Idea
has visited him, filling up his thoughts and his
meutal vigion with itd palpable form, in the
guise of the freshest and most perfect loveli-
uess, He toyed with the vial of deadly Hy-
drocyanic Acid, musingly—

“ Were Death vo unlike Sleep,
Caneht this way
The slow illuess, the acate pain, now—that's to
be feared—but when it comes in a spasm,
briefer than the drawn breath—so ; when it is
guicker over than you can say, One, Two, is it
20 horrible & matter? * ¥ * How sweet
aud pungent smells it.  ("Tis Beale Lloyd in-
terrogates his hopes, wishes, fears—inspecting
Lis morbidness under the dissecting knife, as,
in old time, the grave Haruspex was wont to
inspect the entrails of his victim for an augury
of good or bad fortune.) Now, again, is it
really best to go 1o battle ; to rear one’s head
defiantly; to glow with wrath because misiuter-
preted ; to conguer the peace rightly yours, but
ingolently denied ; “to burn the earth, that can-
not nnderstand ;7 or, should 1 not rather give
over quictly, and, worsted, steal away forever,
lest in the renewed contest 1 get harder knocks
still, more pain, and deeper infamy? * % *
“ Night wipes blame away,” says a poet ; and
truly, when all is dark around, we, at least, do
not see how Llack, how forbidding, the clouds
appear. * * *  And then, is it wrong,
when the impulse knocks thus vehemently at
our's heart ¢ Cato, for instance—a man who
him, or did he not rather obey a higher law,
born of his own fine wisdom, thrice parified,
exalted, darified, so to speak, by long and
earnest contemplation of the divine? * % ¥
Huve not the ghosts of my murdered life and
pence sent me their final challenge—* Meet us
at Philippi! ™ and is it not now the night after
the battle—that battle which I fought well and

bravely, but lost irremediably 7 1s not this the
meet time? ¥ * I fancy the eyes of my
«pirit can clearly trace out betore it, ready fur
my steps to follow, one of those " blind ways”
which are mercifully provided ug, so that those
like me, who are stricken down, erushed, burat
out, may steal silently and unnoticed ount by
thew, and s0 eseape. e . ]ﬂst-apu 1
must—or else, | do wilful murder on my soul
and mind. Which is the worse ? What need
for me to stav? 1 have no place in all the
Pageant of Life, vain, empty, trivial as it is.
Why, then, must 1 stund shivering upon the
stoeet vorner, rained and stormed upon, until it

Eilsewliere, there may be com-
or, anyhow, rest.  Rest!

has goue by ?
fort, ® & ®
That i3 worth & erusade 10 me, wurll?
wounds and seorn, worth a quest as arduous as
the guest of Arthur's knighis for San Gireal.
Hest! Great benison, * * # if, alter the black
Uncertainty whose gloomiest walks 1 hesitate
to tread, * * * yet must—if, through its cor-
ridors should lead the way to Rest, * * * what
dangers could repel me from waking the at-
tempt! And if Rest there is, for any, since
man has it not here, why, who ean win it, un-
{ess he dares the black Stygian waters? * * *
T'he doubts, the dangers of this present life : its
shoricomings, its littlenesses, its shadows, its
myataries—when that comes, all these shall Le
wade so plain unto me, and 1 shall be able to
Luow, and nndersiand, and have patience with,
the reason for them all. Alas! | am very far
froon being able to do that, wow! And then,
the thought iz so uatural, the association so
resonalde.  Sin and Death! They went hand
in hand worether out of Eden, and have been
1 r-p:u'uhl--. sinee, * * © bhoon comrades—
pariners, who, by joint commission, have the
whiole eartl in fee. We mortals rent life of
thean, and "% my lease is long expired.
Thercfire these bailill paing thus endely seize
me—il 1 delay, they will seize these mnocent
ones aronnd me, to whom 1 owe that respect
that no longer i« my own, % % Aye, the
worst thing, that!  Shall a wan live who not
vespects limself?  Neddetle that theme lh_c
subtle arguing of Benedictine Fathers, Jesuit
schoole, or Doclors of Sorbonne? "Tis toe
solid teath 1o look around for casuistic stays
sid bolsters. And L? Faurh! 1 am one
who hath .Wi-ill--u in his own fiice—who live in
suud, and contemplate my habitation with some
sort of pride.  What would you eall such pride,
with such an object 7 Given, 8 world to con-
guer, will this pride help one?  Given, n soul
to free, a hell to escape, will this pride point
the way, snd strengthen one totempt it? Given,
a mite to erush, a Lite to seratel, a pimple to
rab off—in what does this pride aid me? * * *
And then, (again the old thought!)
S My tones would rest
That have but labor'd to antaln this bour "
For, what is the gift of Life but Death?
Some take it rudely, deeming it rodely thrast
upon them ; some turn away with terror, loath-
ing, madness—like children, when for sirups
that they ery for, we present them what—
though fhey confess it not—is far more whole-
some—hooks : bul most look forward to it as a
climax really pleasant, were't not for the doubts
that darken about it—aso0 clouds pile up at near-
Iy every sunset—and scme yearn after it, with
«he wild and passionate yearning of the lover
‘ot the night, behind whose cartain he shall
<wiftly steal awny, in at the lattice, to the rosy
couch, and clasp her to his bosom, her, his
birsde, hiz life—the honey that melts fragrantly
into his throbbing soul! * * * Else—there
ond been few patriots with their “ Roman
wirtue,” and fewer still, as martyrs, wonld have
lived in fame, bearing the sword and palm.
* « Jtut 17 T drink no wine of Cyprus
‘hen T indulge this thought. It is preguant to
we with no suggestions of tenderly passionate
Fpithalamia, nor of fiercely exuitant tx!cs,
Pythian or Olympie. Thinking of Death, I think
of Rest and Ease. 1 seem 10 escape from the
business of the streed, where all is rush, and

* % =

in, I can defy November. But, the passage-
way is dark—if 1 should stumble there, per-
chance, whither would I fall? It is too late,
then, to say: It was ordained so. Too late
then, to murmur, T repent. * * #* RSave
that, all favors it. Even if better ends are in
store, even if in the midst of this drear Novem-
ber we should be able to realize the wild un-
certain glories of St. Martin's summer, still, it
were best to finish here, since we have lost—so
much—all, in fact, and what comes after, if it
may come, must be with the paug of a new
i erefore, it is best to end here—only,
the corridors are dark, and it is ible to'lose
our way. * * * If I could now have a
guide and if T could go out with the
oil of unction on my feet, the Eucharist of pu-
rification on my tonglne—if I could, just in that
int of time, when I should be forgiven, guilt-
: put mysell out of the way then, perfectly
pure and perfectly good, ere I had time to do
another sin or think another thought—like an
infant of the Manichees, for its own soul's
health baptized and murdered in the same
breath—if I eould reap that harvest, how soon
would I put in my sickle, bare my arm, und
bow me to the.work. * % ¥ PRy, * # ¥
no; every insn's & coward! All of us have n
sort of shuddering suspicion that 'tis true what
the poet says :
“ There may he Heaven : there mast be Hell ;
Meantime, there 1s our Earth here—well 1
And I—ean 1 not rise above this? Can I not
choose between this fardel-burdened Here, and
the Rest which is vonder, attainable by this
Key, through that durk Corridor, where there is
some slight dauger of stumbling—perhaps of
an actoal fall—with bruises—with hurts more
or less painful, more or less durable ? Strange!
Even grant the hurt aud pain, Am I not hurt
now, suffer I not pain now? And then, “un
elou se lautre ;7 this pain, anyhow, will
go, if that comes on, and so the reaction mav
core. ®* * * Ahl % ® % opkill] ® = ¥
Why not? Heaven were not, but for Hell,
% * % Whyshould we ever and always per-
mit His Merey to shrink away and be hidden
from our sight by His Jastice—(Judgment,
rather?) * % * No—I am one of these
cowards also; * * ¥ is there danger in thy
fragrance, oh, subtle drug ? not too close, then
* % % 1 feel the dread, whenever 1 tonch
the key that admits me to that black corridor.
What echoes shall my steps wake thercin? What
dragons guard its stations 7 What treacherous
itfalls there for him who stumbles, leading
into 1 know not what slimy vaults of horror ?
And whither leads it, even if I treal it safe?
Stay! * * % Ah, [ dread it; how all those
little lessons of my infancy start up before my
steps, and menace till 1 shiver! How my child}~
hood’s reading in the Book, my Sunday an-
swers, wheu a puerile catechumen, the moth-
er's voice, the old parson’s text, his argu-
ment, his exhortation, all combine to disarm me
of my purpose! Strange ! Yet, how my whole
life has given it all the lie. * * * How's
that? Ts't truth, or morbid pride, that puts that
thought afloat? I know not. Yet, not all my
cloud of woe, not all this dejection, this shat-
tered brain, this horror of dream, this mortal
weakness, this gnawing, chefing, bitterness—
not all this stormy gloom, this speckled, poi-
soned, purulent, bloated, .(!‘t-\ﬂg'l'enege ride—not
all this shame that would shriek itself into mad-
ness from very loathing of contact with itself—
not all this wrong I've sown bramdeast, heap-
ing it like mourning ashes upon my own bared
head—not all this obstructed viper's blood that
hisses through my ¥eins, scorches my brain,
parches my tongue, makes nche my eyes, makes
black my thoughts, marches grim spectres and
bloody shapes in rude procession or nneouth
dance of Death throngh wmy brain—not all
these have sufliced to arm me desperately
apninst the sole thing that encournges, permits,
suffers them to be—tolerates their existence—
the one thing that I chiefly hate—Life! = * *
And whence this respect which still prevents
the Senate of my thoughts from opening the
temple of Janus, though these myriad Catos
every day fling into their midst these freshest
figs, and warn them: * Delenda est Carthago!™
Whence “the respect that makes calamity of
so long life,” prevents me [rom sleep, even
ronses me, plucks me up with strong and ner-
vous arm when I would lie down in the way-
side snow, benumbed, happy, and glide off into
the unconsciousness that has such pleasant
dreams, they say ?  Aha! there'sit! * Butin
that sleep. what pREAMS may come "% pnzzles
the wirr.” It is that, that only, for I am all
enamored of this deuth ilzelf, but—what comes
after — “that undiscovered country.” Why,
many have gone thither, though it hath remain-
ed undiseovered #o ws—are then its shores so
fair, its bays so pleasant, its breezy groves so
high-delightful, that none have ever dared to
venture back and tell us of it, lest, not being
able to return arain, they should abide forlorn,
forever pining upon the mwemory of the blisses
they once enjoyed? * % % Ah bat for
that dread, that deadly dread, now were the
time, I think, and this the place, and these the
circumstances, which would make, in the one
case, the pleasant contrast greatest—in the other
emergeucy, the transition least intense in pain.
Aye, things are ripe for it now; this is the aus-
pivious moment. * * * ]t comes to every
man—to me, now. * ¥ % Comes it more
than once ?  The dainty delicacy of thy touch,
oh drug! light as the toying Zephyr's kiss!
who would guess the steel bonnd might and ob-
duracy of thy cluteh? * * * Al things
concur—every good sign is present. * % ¥ ]
I ouly, fear to receive that kiss! * * * |
can do good, 80 ; I am only in their way, now,
an obstacle to their happiness; the world will
think much more kim?ly of the Beale Lloyd
who shonld sacrifice himself upon the altar of
his shame, as if unable to endure the scorpion-
lashings of his sense of disgrace. ¥ * * Then,
why not, in the nnme of leaven? Why should
he not do it? 'Twould take but a bare mo-
ment, an atom of time, an infinitesimal segment
of the great arc of his selftorture, and then—
all would be over, here. Ah, but, and in the
name of Heaven, I say—all over, here—but—
but—but— And so I put the vial up asain,
damned shame, and woe, and pain, shrinking
away like a parchment scroll in the lurid flames
of damued Dread] * * % That Beyond!
Is ot that The Place, where the lashings for
instance shall be more terrible, less tolerable,
more poignantly acute, in proportion as the
conscionsness is clearer and the sensibility
more delicate ? Persephone, as daughter of
Ceres, gathers flowers, a child ; as wife of Dis,
what high mysteries is she not the electad
Queen of? * * * What if, in that other
world, to which a thrust or a draught can dis-
miss us ere the breast conld heave thrice with
one's breathing, the soul, purified of its
connections, exalted, sublimated, clarified like
rock erystal, becomes refined a million proofs,
strung up with the nervous tepsion of the deli-
catest harp, impressible as the rarest ether;
while the memory, purged of all its defects, all

November blast, and gaze out over the moor
again —-havmg no courage. Yet, each time he
returned again, and was more foreibly nrged
to usd the Key. Now, on this cloudy morniug,
he has gotten ;:lzdmr to it indeed. He is
inside the iron ed door, and he is natural-
ly skeptical if the Key shall have power to re-
:;al to him & more horror-franght interior than
at.

Besides—he muses, toying with the tiny vial,
a-smelling at it, turning the glass stopper round
and round, and nursing it fondly and with pre-
varicating freqn.eneig in_his snd—besig::.
what hope have I from this putting off? I
have sinned, but there is no merey for my re-
‘utance, My black-robed, Nathan thoughts
eave no consolation to soothe the sting of
their condemning. All they say, in dismal
chorus, is, Thou shalt die! I kuow that; but
why not at my own time, in my own way? My
works may live, why may I not retire to my
urn forthwith ? = *° {cn.unot better things
by waiting, * * * 8o much stands to rea
son. ®* ¥ ¥ And, for myself, 1 shall only
lapse ever backwards towards the worst! Come
then, * * = good prisoner. * ¥ * Letus
frew thy virtues, * * blend them with my
vicious and cancered juices, * * * 4o that |
may win—something. Come, * * * pyt
_stay—perhaps thou art like that Pandora’s box,
which, being opened, let escape all calamities,
and only shut Hope in. ¥ * # If with thee
I cannot swallow Hope, * * * why, then,
'twere vanity indeed to tempt thee, * * *
What the odds, theugh? No hope there, no
hope here—'tis equal ; and then, throngh the
Key cowes a chance, at least, Does not that
finally kick the beam? So! World, I renounce
you, “the pomps and vanities of this sinful
life"—ha! I am then a veritable catechumen,
making my contession of faith! I believe—in
dost and ashes—call it Hell, then—any term
will do, s0 that you leave it here, within this
breast. No! God, I believe in Thee! I know
that Thou art, by these aches and pains, by
this my weakness, by my desolating woe; 1
1 know Thee by my shame, and by these mad
blaspheming troops of fiends who riot at my
heart, and ever strive to haul me away from
Thee! Oh, yes, 1 feel Thee and Thy Pres-
ence, else these gnawing pains would far out-
weigh the burden of my sin, which piles itself
upon my strangled breast, ten thousand poands
of lead, each molecule of it armed with waspy
stings that pierce me ever decper, and launch
their ulcerating venom towards my soul, * * *
Aund, oh God! I think I know the wideness of
Thy mercy. Thou didst not spare his son to
faithful Abraham more readily than Thou didat
lend Thy oil of consolation to David. Thon
didst entreat for the good men of Sodom who
might redeem it—Thou didst pity Peter, and
bless him with the blessing of tears, even while
he denied Thee! * * * Have I not done
pensnce ! What were the twenty years that
browned Stylites upon his pillar of forty cubits,
what were Authony's demons, Austin’s throes,
compared with the pemance I've been duing
here? * * * Have mercy, Lord! T ask for
no sign. * ¥ * [ know. I've wrestled with
my sin, and it has vanquished me, * = ¥
weak, lean, wan, pale, despairing, now I lie
prostrate, and it kneels upon my throat. /fn
wmanus fuas, Domine! 1t is not God I fear—
Him, the Iufinite Love and Wisdom, I go 1o,
My sin, and the Power I am surrendered to by
that sin, * * # fhere's where my Dread in-
vests itself!

Away, these donbts and questionings! Noth-
ing comes after. How must 1 dispose of Now ’
Rid it? Aye—come, my good tincture, that
shall loosen these fetters of my soul. Come,
by my lips mount to my brain, dull these
aching thoughts, snd clot this viperaus blood,
Thy gifts are better than this wisery in which
I am steeped ; better not to be than thus to
be—zleepless from very anguish; void of
reason ; incapable of action; dry of tears;
drowned in poisonons pride; consumed by
shame; weak, weak as the new-born infant,
yet impotent of ery for strength; cancerous,
ulcered by my very loathing hate of myzelf;
a coward, sick, my will at war against itself,
and powerless as factions ;* fainting, yielding,
yet knowing there is no merey in reserve fur
me, only massacre, and the ruthless chariot-
wheels; toiling ever with Ixion's sweat and
Ixion’s futility ; the waters rise, they strangle

the cliff, to get higher? Why resist them, oh
my soul? They will come again—they will
rize ever until they overwhelm me. There is
no dove winging near, nor no Ark afloat. Why
do I struggle? * * % Come, my sweet
releaser, come! * % * The grapes are
pluckt ; the Simoom hath sapped the vines; *
* *  only thistles abide now—food for asses,
I amn not Nebuchadnezzar ; if I stay, 1 starve.
% % And,if I stay, what now shames will
come to sour me; * * % pow, 'tis the im-
pressible clay * * *  tomorrow, hard as
tlint. Then, "twill need the thunderbolt to rive
the malice-frozen mass. * * 7 Away,
then! * * % If I po on, the sin of shame
is banished ; what now tortures, comes to be
proudly dwelt on; malice fills my brain,
pride steels my spine, robes .me in painted
purple, till, at the time when 1 shall dare assert
myself, forgetting this—just when the false mob
shout, too—the pain will go through me like a
white-hot sword, and I shall fall like Herod,
prey to loathsome worms, bloated, and Lurst
ing all asunder, like a self-stong viper! * * *
Why became Saul king?  Had he died now,
when humble, * * * we ghould not squander
guilt. * * % Now, you come in with your
Perhapses.  Friend, I know the song.” For in-
stance—wait; to-morrow brings new chances
with 11, new hopes, perhaps.  Aye, wait.  "To-
wmorrow brings the tramp of Judgment, perhaps,
and the blackened sun, sackeloth hung, the
bloody moon, the trembling stars! so, I am
spared the trouble of my own exit, and shall go
out iu goodly, Godly company—nevertheless, |
shall no more have a tomb and churehly sepul-
ture in that case, than if 1 cut my own throat
now. Thither leads your Perhaps, you see. = *
* Alllife is emphatic failure, I perceive, and yet,
# % % T have done all the task that was set
me—bunglingly, and in mine own clumsy fash-
ion, of course, yet—"tis done. Bred some ideas
in brains, gotten me children, made a woman
miserable, created envy, roused men even to
hatred, crushed some egg-shells of simpletons
who trusted—been an example, also, “ to point
a moral and adorn a tale "—even given a new
word to the language, they tell me; and also
1 have suffered some, thanks to a heart of mush,
and some quite active maggots that infest my
brain! So * * * [ deem my work done.
# # * 1 can bang up my harp, straighten out
my limbs, and compose myself. No marhle,
sexton, no urn, no epitaph. * * * Dig
deep, else the dogs may quarrel round me,
cheating the worms-—and, round up, say
eighteen inches, two spades high, and sod it
with the green thin-bladed grass that grows
under some old cherry tree. 8o, * * #

me, yet ever | climb painfully up the face of

Iy, “my rooms are above, Helen; my heing
liere is u confession of my desire to be ahsolute-
ly alone, und I will not be intraded upon.”
“Papa!™ cried she, with quivering lip, and
harely repressing her purpose of springing for-
ward nndp clasping bis knees, and uutmﬁuﬁ
him; *it was not curiosity—I could not fin
George, and there is a man waiting up stairs,
an Italian, who brings you this letter.”

“ My orders have been to admit o introders,”
said be, taking the proffered letter.

“1 know, papa ; T)ut he wag in the house;

though how he got in [ cannot tell. Will you
read the letter?
He opened it, glanced sullenly, and then,

with a strangely-roused euriosity, read on, ran
on, devoured it. Helen, watching him eagerly,
saw with emotion the rapid chauge wrought in
his looks as he read. Surprise, starting—then
came on a ghastly pallor tﬁat terrified her ; and
at last, flinging down the eclosely-written page,
he torned upon her oue glance of his eyes, all
eloquent with nwe, and fright, and hope, and
joy, blended indescribably ; wheeled, sank down
nto his chair, and, bowing his head npon his
arms, burst into a lound, sobbing, pussiovmte
gust of tears :

* Dear futher!” she spraug to his side, she
ut her arms about his neck, she bowed her
ace down to his, so that ker corls touched his

thin gray hair, she kissed him, she wept with
bim, and mingled a thousand tender endear-
ments with the soothing murmur of her voice,

*Oh, dear!"” she cried at last, *I do not
know why you weep—it pains me very much (o
see these tears, my poor, poor father ; hut—Dhut
I think they are better—do they not mean
something that ought to pive me joy, love ?”

Still foudling him. still touching her cheek
to his, still kissing him, and clasping, oh so
close, his neck in her love-warm arms !

He raised himself gently, and as she released
him, he put his arm about her waist, and held
her there a moment, looking up into her face.
His eyes were mwist and soft and full of self
abasement, while a shade of awe siill lingered
ronnd them, and of reverenes, such as might
give eloquence to his eyes who has just been
present at a miracle. His lips quiverad, and
the arm that held her shook with strong emo-
tion,

Then he rose, and, still looking into her eyes,
Kissed her on lips and checks, and patted her,
calling her his darling, and his little child.
Then his face grew very grave and pale again,
and full of that eloguence of awe, as he said,
slowly and solemnly :

“ Need for joy, Helen? Child! need for ten
thousand prayers of thanks, ten thousaud votive
offerings of a grateful heart! My dear, vour
coming, and this letter——shall we not find an
aogel, when we go up stairs? Helen, death
was very near me when yon came, and 1 had
steeled myself to meet him. Bee! this boutle
was at my lips—another minute, and you would
have come too late! 1 will not fling it AwWny-—
I will put it in your hands, my darling—and
renounce the sin,”

She bad grown pale, and trembled, and now,
when she took the bottle, her head sauk down
upon his shoulder, the tcars came, and she
sobbed piteously.

[ro BE coxTiNuED, |

INKLINGS FROM THE FRONTIER
OR,
Life and Observations among Civilized
Indians.
Frznomixe Crry, C. N, Jun. 8, 1560,
1o the Editor of the National Era :
I have endeavored in vain to possess mysell

of some work on the history, origin, angd pro-
gress, of the four nations of civilized Indians
now Hourishing between the thirty-third and
thirty-seventh parallels of north Jatitude.

It appears to me that historians have not paid
that attention to the hiswry of the varions
tribes of the aboriginal possessors of this conti-
nent which justice to a ouee powerful but now
conduered and fallen people demands of them.
The poor Indians have been subjugated, driven
from their hunting grounds, hanished from the
soil that coutains the graves of their fathers.
Many tribes have hecome entirely extinet;
others, after lecoming contaminated by eon-
tact wilh the vices of civilization, have been
continually moving further and farther west-
ward, as civilization calls for more room ; while
still others are assiduously engaged in the laud-
able enterprise of prepaving themselves to take
their station in the ranks of eivilization on an
equality with their white conquerors.  And yet
I Lelieve theve 8 no complete history of the
Troe,
there are some very ood bhooks treatiog on the

North Ameriean Indians now extant,

manners and customs of our abarigines, and on
Indian warz, bol vone that can elaim to be
contplete or even succinet histories of that peo-
ple to whom we owe s0 much.

I candidly confess my iznorance of the past
of thuse [n'h[llt'. anid doubt not that the reat
mass of the American public know as little on
the subject as I do.

It is surprising 1o see how little even the In-
dians themselves know of their former history
farther back than one or two gencrations. Their
traditions seem to be vagne, aud the legonds of
the old wen rather romuantic and unreliable.

Much as the want of a reliabla history of the
aboriginal races of North Ameriea may be felt
in the world of letters, far be it from me to pre.
sume to supply the desideratum, T hope, how-
ever, that the pen of some able and erudite
writer will ere long be applied to the task.

In this series of “ Inklings,” it is my inten-
tion to give a few impressions of life among the
civilized Indians, in my vsual ofthand, desulto-
ry style.  Bat, before setting out on a narration
of individual and personsl observations, permit
me to take a cursory glance at a few incidents
of {heir former history.

1 had oceasion to refer somewhat to the four
nations in a letter published in the Era last
spring. But as these people are destined, at a
future day not far distaot, to elicit considerable
public attention, some knowledge in relation to
them may not be deemed amiss, For, although
their territory may not be partitioned off, and
laid open for promiscuous and indi inate
settement by squatters from the ranks of civil-
ization, as certain politicians seem 1o desire. it
should be, yet the Indians themselves will
probably enact laws and offer in!nmmenl_l to
young men of intellizence, enterprise; and good |
moral character, who may be disposed to come

4 by the most solemn and binding teealy stipula-

thein up ta %ag’aimﬁe English and the
colonies. After many depredations bad been
committed, Colonel Montgomery went into their
mwntg', at head of an army, for the pur-
pose iging them, but his army was cut
up,and ien iged to return without ne-
complishing his mission. The following vear,
Colonel Grant, with ao army composed of Brit-
ish troops and provincisl militis, again made
a campaign against the Chefokees. The In-
dinna met Mm with an army fifty thonsand
strong, which was couguered and put to flight.

The English pursned them through their coun-
tr{, slaging all whom they chanced to overtake.
Old men and women, maidens and children,

were indiscriminately slaaghtered, their villages
and huts ‘were burned, their crops destroyed,
their cattle slain, and their whole country laid
waste. The winter season was near at hand,
and starvation and misery stared them in the
face. Thus were conguered the proud Cha-
loques.

After the war of Independence, they were
settled in th:lﬁl.ue It:t' Georgia, with the solemn
assurance that as long as they remained loyal
to the Unﬂe&n, 1 'slm{ld never be ::m-
lested in theie homes. Missionaries were sent
smong them to teach the truths of the Gospel.
They were taught to own snd work slaves, hut
not to work themselves. The wost degraded
and vieious of the white race found their way
among them, and by example and precept
taught them drunkenness, profligacy, and all
manner of vices peculiar to u civilized (?) state
of soeiety,

During the residence of the Cherokees on
their reservation in Georgia, mauy of them im-
proved in some respects ; whites came among
them and intermarried. But the white popula-
tion of the State was fast increasing, and the
people began to clamor for the extinguishing
of all Indian titles to lands lying within_ the
limits of their State, and a removal of all In-
dians then in the State to the trans-Mississippi
country. The Cherokees at that time exercised
an independent domivion within their reserva-
tions, and claimed to be exempt from the laws
of Georgia. The Georgians being averse to |

this state of affairs, their Legislature procecded |
to extend its laws and jurisprudence over all |
Indian reservations within the boundary of the
State. The Indians, considerine themselves ag- I
grieved by such acts of palpable usurpation,
appealed to the General Government for re-
dress, But the Administration, at that time |
favorable to the removal of the Uhvrnkr‘.(-s.!
winked at the wrongs heaped npon them, and
wounld do nothing 1o check irregular proceed- |
ings,

The people of Georgia, aware of the senti-
ments and policy of the President, resolved to |
muke the home of the Cherokees too hot for
them, and, by a system of continual persecu-
tion, force them to the far West, It was aver-
red that their reservations furnished a retreat
for runaway slaves and fugitives from justice ; |
that they were incapable of civilization, and |
ouly eumbherers of the soil which ought o be
appropriated to the use of thelr superiors, the
white men.

Even their agent seems to have heen preju-
diced against them, and to have been on the
side of their oppressing neighbors. At least,
we find that in his official reports he speaks of
their prospects in a very discouraging manner,
unwarranted by the real state of affuirs and
facts that could have been addueed in their
favor, He represented to the Administration
that there was a principle of repulsion in
ceaseless netivity, operating throngh all their
institutions, which would ever prevent them
trom appreciating or adopting any other modes
of life, or any other habits of thought or
action but those which have descended to
theosfrom thisir yneestord.

Missivnaries of the Gospel, laboring amoup
them, were taken up on snspicion of dissuading
them against the removal, and thrown in prison
by the Georgians. Nothing was left nndone
that could be done, either to induce or foree
the Cherokees to emigrate to the wilds of the
trans-Migsissippinn regions,

At length, a treaty was obtained by the
agents of the General Government from o fow
of the chiefs, and the removal of the whole
tribe ‘'was determined uwpon. Bat the fairness
of the treaty was denied by the great majority
ol the Cherokees. They were averse (o leaving
their pleasant homes and the graves of their
fathers—the land they loved, and where they
were living comfortably, and making such
rapid etrides toward eivilization. However,
their removal was finally cffected  withont
bloodshed, as was for & time seriously feared ;
and twenty odd years ago, they srrived in the
beautifal country they now occupy, and which,

tions with the Federsl Government, they are
assured they can possess and Lold, without an
interfering claim, as long as the grass grows or
the water runs, aud where they are promised to
be protected sud shielded from all encroach-
ments.

At this time, there ean be no donbit bt that
their removal from the State of Georgin was
for the best, aud has proved vasily beneficial to
the nation. And yet this fact does not excal-
pate our Government or our people from their
many acts of bad faith, of injustice, and of op-

jon.

I bave thus given a retrospective glance ut
the past history of the Cherukees, that 1 may
hereafler contrast their present state of civili-
zation and refinement with their former position
and apportunities,

Where is the hnmanitarian who does not de-
light to watch the progress of a people rising
up out of the depths of ignorance, superstition,
degradation, and poverty, into the light of Gos-
pefu'i{th, civilization, and refinement ?

Guy OAKLEAF.

The following graceful tribute to Lady Frank-

lin is from the pen of Elizabeth H. Whittier,
sister of the Quaker Poet of . Amesbury.

LADY FRANKLIN,

Fold thy hands, Iby work is over!
Cool thy swuiching eyes with tears
Let thy poor heart, overwearied,
Rest alike from hopes and fears.

Hopes, that saw with sleepless vision,
Oue +ad picture fading =lpw ;

Fears that followed, vague and nnineless,
Lifiing back the veils of snow.

For thy brave one, for thy lost one,

! Troewm heart of woman, weep '

Owning still the Jove that granied
Unto thy beloved sieep.

! Deathward wrod the Polsr shore,

Spared the cruel cold and famine,
' Spared the fainting heart's despair—

| and the,other through the Grest Lakes, reach-

e e o

Nt for him that howr of 1error, f*';l;; a w-::';'sen of fr?; Egn: ~ ;ﬂtil z?rhneni-h
When the ioug ice-batle o'pr- ' vend the very
In the sunless day ;nh. - heavins | in ﬁuﬁFs name, shall we do
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REMARKS OF SENATOR DOOLITTLE. | occupation of frée white men ; while we shall | box ; keep it: put it in your pocket ; it's yours;

The subjoined remarks, made by Mr. Sena-
tor Douvrarrie, of Wisconsin, were delivered

oppose the reopening of the African slave trade,
we are ready to join you at any moment, and |

don’t let them cheat you out of your vote.”
And so he did, ramming the ticket away

incur any expense which may be necessary, to ; down to the bottom of a deep pocket in bis

on the oceasion of the late anniversary of the |procare by treaty or purchase, in Central or | cost, and walking off as mad as Le could i:_-- at
Landing of the Pilgrims, as celebrated by the | South America, the rights of settlement and | the rogues who wanted to cheat him ont of hia

New England Society of the city of New York,
on the 22d of December lasi:

Hon. Mr. Doovierie, United States Senator
from Wisconsin, was introduced, to respond to
the following sentiment :

“ Phe American Union: Tt sprung [rom that
independence which the patriots of New Eng-
land freely shed their blood to achieve; and
while their sonms have votes to cast, arms to
strike, or blood to flow, they will struggle to
preserve that Union, $0 as 1o secure the bless-
wgs of liberty to themsclves and their chil-
dren.”

Mr. Doorirrie said : Mr. President, never
in wy life has there been au hour when [ could
not respond to that sentiment, and with a full
beurt. 1 do so now. I do so, because my
name and [amily are of Puritan and New Bug-
land origin. 1 do so, because I take pride
in the mewory aud deeds of those pious, brave,
and austers Pilgrims, of whom the Old World
was not worthy, who eame to this New World
to find * freedom to worship God,” and at the
same time o lay the foundations of an Empire
greater, nobler, and I trust more enduring, than
the sun ever before shone apon.  And I do so
because I am now of, and am permitted to
speak for, the West, whose voice, if not to day,
is yet to be all-powerful upon this question ;
and T tell you, sir, that the West, when, in the
fullness of time, it shall be filled up with untold
millions of free, brave, hardy, energetic, and
self-reliant men-—the picked men of all the
States and of all nations in Christendom—will
neither dissclve this Union, nor suffer it to be
dissolved. Lot me assure the nerves of those
timid men who sometimes start and tremble at
the fear of disunion, that the great West—soon
to be the seat of Empire, with one arm through
the Mississippi, reaching the Gulf of Mexicn,
ing the Atlantic seaboard, will hold this Union
together forever n its gant embrace. But
more than ever, now at this juncture in our
afliirs, when some real or supposed peril threat-
ens the Union, am 1 prepared to respond to
every line, every word, every letter, of that sen-
timeut. Let the threats come from what source
they may, whether from men in high place or
in lowlier life, it makes no difference. The
people of the United States feel bound to main-
tain, and they will inaintain, the Union of these
States, and the supremacy of the Constitation
and laws passed in pursuance thereof, at all
hazards, and arainst all enemies. No greater
mistake can exist in the mind of any human
heing than to suppose that this Union enun be
peaceably broken up. T'o talk of disunion,
therafore, is to talk of war. Disunion means
neither more nor less than war—Dbloody, relent-
less, civil war—to bring in its train at the
South all the soperadded horrors of a servile
wWar.

Sir, we ave bound together by geographical,
commercial, and political necessities. Youn
cannot cut the Mississippi river in twain, The
waters of thay river, which drains all the States
in its great valley, will flow onward forever, un
interrapted, to the Guil’ of Mexico, The mil-
lioms who are to inhabit that \':lur!j' wili have
their commerce float uninterrupted to that
Gulf, They will never suffer the outlet of that
river 10 be held by any foreign Power. Be-
sides, the greal mass ol the American people
are bound together by other ties and other con-
siderations, 1 would ask any man who for one
moment deeams of a peaceful dissolution of the
Union, where would you draw the line of sep
aration 7 On which side of Mount Vernon
shall it fall? T know not how the people of
this great city may feel, but I am sure
that the great mass of the people in the coun-
try will never consent that the tomb aud the
remains of Washington shall rest upon the soil
of a foreign jurisdiction.

There is, however, one guestion, and but one
question, which has ever  endangered ‘the
Ugion; and that is, the uegro question—a
yuestion which lies deeper than the slavery
question, and which must be answered before
we cun ever arrive at o salisfactory solution of
the slavery question itself.  What shall be done
with and for the negroes who are now free, and
who shall herealter becomea free by the volua-
tary action of States and of individuals? An
answer {o this guestion must of necessity pre-
cede all practieal solutions of the slavery ques:
tion.  The men of the South declare slavery to
he right, demard its unlimited expansion, and
mauintain that the Counstitution, ol its awn foree,
carries it into all the Territories of the United
Stutes,  The men of the North denonnce sla-
very asg in derogation «of natural right, and
maintain that it pesis upon leesl law alane,
They wainiain that the Cuanstitution carries
slavery nowhere, aud are unconipromisingly
opposed to its extension into the Territories,
1 merely state the question. [ de not propose
to argue it.  This is neither the time nor the
oceasion for me to do so.  Between these con-
flicting opinions there is no neutrality, no wmid.
dle ground, The one or the other will provail.
Men may deplore its discussion, and try to put
down sgitation.  But it is useluss to ery peace,
peace, where there is no pesce.  Compromises
do not bind it, Party resolutions do not keep
it down. The question is up, is foreed upon
the country. It will not *“down at your hid-
ding.” It demands, aud will have, an explicit
answer — Is freedom sectional and slavery
national ¥ Doees the Constitution, of its own
force, carry slavery into all the Territories we
now have or way hereafler evep e iive ¢
Wherever onr flag floats, over ses o layd, js
slavery protegted ynder jis fulds ¢

I have never doubtod, for ane moment, what
answer will be given to this all-absorbing ques-
tion, when passed upon by the American peo-
ple. But, after all, the great question still re-
waing, and without auswering which all at-
tempts at emauncipation by States or individuals,
if not impossible, are almost impracticable.
What provision shall be made for those who
now are or heveafier may be emagepalg
Mauy of the free States pefiige tg receive them
into theip jurisdiciiuns. uny of the slave
States are passing laws to re-enslave them, We
talk of the horrors of the African slave trade,
Lt there is going on to day, before the eyes of
the American people, in this Christian land, a
system of violence and oppression whose cold-
bilooded inhumanity can hardly find g pargilel,
and which seeks to reduce ta 3 . osf

with them and for them? We bave no right,
it is true, to interfere with the independent ac-
tion of States, who have sovereign power over
this question -within their respective jurisdic-

citizenship for the colored men of all the States of

this Union now free or hereafter to become free
by the voluntary action of States or of individ- |
uala,
measure ; it would be national in all its aspects. |
It would not, in any manuer, infringe upon the |
rights of the several States, nor of the individ- |
ual citizens of the States. As the case now |
stands, it is hardly practicable for an individual

or a State to emancipate their slaves. Aud,

becanse this measure would make States and
individaals free to rid themselves of slavery, if

they should choose to do so, it would by wo

means, not in the slightest degree, infringe

upon their rights or constrain their independ-

ent action ; it would only make them free to

act for themselves, and in their own way. They

would remain free to hold or to emancipate

their slaves. If slavery be as the men of the
South say, a blessing, they could hold on upon

it, and be blessed. But, if' it Le as the men of
the North wmaintain, an evil, they would no
longer be compelled to bear it as a necessity,
for it would then be in their power to remove

it. When the people of the North shall meet

the people of the Sounth, and strike hands to-
gether upon this question, as in my judgment
nine-tenths in both sections will be prepared o
do when they fully understand it, every danger
10 the Union growing out of this negro question
will have passed away.

For the National Fra
SKETCHES OF COUNTRY LIFE BY A
WESTERN HOUSEKEEPER.

The world is full of broken hearts and
bruiged reeds. We meet our neighbor; we
smile and say all's well, and so pass on. All's
well! is the noonday salutation; but it is twi-
light now, and as its sombre hues and dusky
forms close around us, let us with tip-toe step
peep into the windows of our neighbor’s hearts,
and see how “ all is well.”

Here, in this sylvan grove and quiet shade,
rise the tall chimuneys of an elegant Gothic coty
tage. Surely, “we say architecture bespeaks
the spirit of the oecupant,” and in the deep bay
window and stained glass and poet's nooks of
this graceful home, we shall find bright intel-
ligence and gentle courtesies, music, poetic
sympathy, and all clustering family virtues.
Here are rich curtains and velvet sofas, luxu-
ous carpets and all the appliances of wealth
and ease ; but what means this desolation ! The
graud reception room is as silent as the grave ;
the gay furnitore might as well be so many

suggest.
dead ?

Are the people of the house struck

In vain the weary traveller stands at the
grand frout cotrance, and, cracking his whip,
shouts, “Who's yore?” But we have only
come to the wrong door; let us step round
to the hack kitchen ; here—peep through this
narrow window ; that kind-faced woman, in the
unmistakable liusey dress, is the lady of the
house, and those hobnailed urchins, in ficking
shirts, the destined heirs of this fair inherit
ance, Poor woman! She is at her wit's end
amidst all the confusion and the steam of the
mush-pot.  Don’t let us worry her by knock-
ing. Let us seek the master; he is at rest,
perhaps ; we ueed not open those/ grand apart
ments ; he is not there. Far off, in a wing of
the house, we see the glowing embers of a fire ;
here, in this gloomy, uncarpeted apartment, he
secks rest from the shrill rebuke of his wife
and the disdainful airs of his oldest daughter;
here muy he smoke his pipe in peace, and see
his fricuds as he chooses ; here all is in keep-
ing with his natural habits—a heap of apples
in one corner, feather-hags tied up for sale in
another ; while on a pile of old boots, and coats,
and old linsey gowns, the accumulation of the
lust five yeurs, mine host reclines in bLis glory.
What a beautiful light falls through the stained
glass windows on this scene of tranquil ease !

He is a bard-looking case euough. If you
were Lo scare himn up in the woods, you wonld
ran ; but he is quite harmless at home. He
has reaped great harvests, aud gathered into
barns, and battled through life with its 1oy
suns and stubborn sod, its hard weatle; anidl
dull thoughts, uncheered iy cithes kuowledge
or religion ; and now he bak vesched the ncwe
af big hopes—a flue house, a grand coach,
braad acred, and a fine lady daughter. These
are the reward of coming ufd age.

This same fine lady daughter has been edy
cated in a New York Loarding school ; ske has
come home complete in accomplishwments, fow-
ing and pgraceful in gvery mavewent, extravy-
gont and elegant in all bey tastes, She has
grand company fram town, to wham her father
plays bLastler, and hey woiher plays cook ;
while the prund Leauty repays each sacrifice
Ly ever new requirements, and salky repining
for sympathy and the bear monde ; yel never
do they weary of psmpering her whims,

Paor old man! 'tis a sorry reward for thee !
these lowered walls and gilded mirrors W%k
thee ! They laugh at thy rustic nghiwess, and
ery oul, “ All is vanity snd vexation of sparit}”
Thme. nnrthl%uya; wdi hang loosely an thy
shynpken lisihs, aud all this geandens, so fur-
wigh 1o thy natural canditip, s » heavy bur.
den on Why heast.  Thaa art but & dwarf ju the
hig wan's glathing. In thine innermost soul
thou wre home-sick for the dear old log eabin,
und the roaring backlog, its rude bickory
chairs, its winter evenings, with thy oWk
chums, and “seven up.” Thy hrigh‘,u‘ -,\;e-*m'!
:lm r]hf unrm dear ?ld timeg, when thai proud
aughter lay an infaue 1y & sugac waugh, ox
played on thy kngs mﬂu f‘w odd hits w“&‘*m;..,
the tregsure OF thy uplmql‘;';: pooket ; while
GOF Qog §ta with ws on thv
friendly aiuulésr, begging for P part of 1?;,
honest caresses. Ah! those sweet dreams
force a tear down thy rude cheek; and now the
furrowed face is buried in the deppregmed
:lhmd?- Tell us, dear neighbor | s gl wedl with
s

L Oh! “@" $ude—eongenial hour when
iﬂd zﬁi ohing heart of humanity sends
Grily its mosy piteous sighs and ardent suppli-
caligns—oanst thou not whisper to this poor,

tich B?lg. “ Behold, I stand at thy door and

But other sighs are going forth fzom that

roof; they are bm&iﬂ m my lady's
chamber. She has 1} aside the novel, and
stands in the disp window, thrumming an se-

This wounld in no respect be s sectional |

tombstoues, for all the idea of occupancy they |

vote by putting it iu the ballot-box.

HARD TO PLEASE.

The Mllowing paragrapb, from an ulira
Southern newspaper, upou Mr, Everett and his
“ milk-and-water Abolitionism,” shows that no
Northern man can render himself acceptable
to the slave Demociacy of the South, unless he
takes the position of Mr. O'Conor, of New
York, that slavery is a blessing.

From the Mississippian
FEDWARD EVERETT ON SLAVERY.

Mr. Everett made a speech at Boston on the
oceasion of the great Union meeting there. His
strong card is conservatism, and he likes to
play the part of pacificator.  Of course, he eon-
demns the raid into Virginia, but then he gave
the people to understand that slavery was a
great evil.  T'he only difficulty was to get rid
[ of it. He viewed it as a question of policy, as
a watter of dollars and cents, He deprecates
the Abolition excitement, not begause it ia
wrong itself, but becaunse it {ails to free the ne-
groes.  He does not esll it abolitionism, or
fanaticism, or any such truthiul term. Oh, ng s
| with bim, it is “irritating sgitations of the
day.” He thinks that free labor would hace
prevailed in Kentacky and Missouri, if the
abolitionists bad not been so rampant. He is
sorry therefor.  Free lsbor has, be gays, been
unhappilvg retarded,  Read the ft-l}--u:rmg ex-
tract, noung the part we Lave italicized, and
see what a milk-aud-water abolitionist this
Everett 15 :

“ Has any person, of any party or opinion,
proposed, in sober earuest, a practical method
of wholesale emancipation? I believe most
perzons, in all parts of the country, sre of tha
opiwion that jree labor i steadily qainiag
ground. It would, in my judgment, have ql-
| ready precailed in the tioo northern tiers of the
slaveholding Stales, had its advances not been
unhappily relavded Ly the i ritating agitations
of the day. But has any person, whose opinion
18 entitled to the slightest respect, ever under-
taken to skerch out the details of a plan for éf-
fecting the chauge at once, by auy legislative
measure that could be adopted?  Consider
only, I pray you, that it would be to ask tha
Saouth o give up one thousand milliona of
property, which she holds Ly & title satisfactory
to herself, as the first step. Then estimate I‘Jé
cost of an adequate outfit for the self-suppot of
the emancipated millions ; then refleet oy the
derangement of the entire industrial s« gtem of
the Scuth, and sll the branches of ':I:rrlllirrL'e
and manufactures that depend an jy great
staples ; then the necessity of conferring equal
| political privileges on the emancipated race,
who, being free, would hs eontent with nothing
less, if anything less were consistent with ou?
political system ; then the consequent organiza-
tion of the two great political parties on the basis
of color, and the eternal foud which would mpro
between them ; and, finally, the overflow into
the free Stiutes of a vast multitude of needy and
helpless emigrants, who, being ex luded “fro m
muny of them, (and swong others from Foap-
sas,) would prove donbly burdensome ‘ghers
they are admitted,  [Lavughter and applanse.” |

.
From the New York Suan
A SEWING GIRL'S APPEAL FOR SEW
ING GIRLS

To the Pubtic : We, of thy many oppressed
amd down-trodden, have, Yo0m the repeated in
justice doue 10 us, 807 o hundreds of others,
by employers in thiz city, st Jast determined to
raise our voice of" complaint, in the hearing of
the friends of humanity.

Most of the far dealers, and manufacturers
of furs, in New York, are Germans, who em-
ploy hundreds of poor girls to prepare their
goads for sale by lining and trimming them in
various styles, and who promise 15 pay cerimirs
prices. per piece, for certain kinds of work.
Fhere sre also hundreds employed in making
cloth caps and hoop-skirts, who ure weukly cheat-
ad out of a part of their enrnings, whe, no doubht,
are compelled to submit w it ; o, it we attempt
1o elaim our rights, are often wsulted by replies
in coarse langoage, snd sre not llllfl't-‘qlll_'ulh
told 1o leave, it we don't like our pay, &e. 1
speak from my experience, more particularly
of the fuy wanoficturers 3 vet there are few
who sdvertise for sewing girls ® who do not
o some degree pay them off in the same way
ua lllu-n-[- German fur dealaes do,

W [Tt T} EVErY Ol Lnl‘u'l-. h\' lhlil'l}lﬂllt!n, ill m-l-[
or heat; rain, snov, og sleet, walk the streets
T-url‘\‘ in the wwroing 1o our work-place, carr ¢-
ing, Iff"li‘-*‘:'; Wi an old newspuper, what we cgl}
GuT dinaer, often only bread, or at best a Ljttle
cold meat, with heend and potatoes, and  work
frow eight in the worning until five aud some.
tunes six o'clock in the evening, (stapping only
Bl woon to eat our eold lunch,) for these mets
who have made and are makiug fortunes from
our laborg, and who, besidey stintingly paying
us, talk to us as though we v ere, what m:;y of
them seem to be, hrutes in human shape.

Avd here let mae say that our slavery, and
that of tens of thousands North, is far more
m;acr:\.l\iu shan is that of the well-fed, well
p'sul.km. and well-cared-for colored slaves of the
South, whose condition we hear so much sym-
pathy expressed for, even from the pulpits, and!
10 douby, often, too, by the very maa who op-
presa us, and even cheat ug ovy of our hard-
earncd shilliogs.

_“lll, to muke our pase more clear to your
miud, let me try (o pictare to you the scene of
& Saturday-night seulement with one of these
German empioyers.  See n hundred or more
givks, of all sizes, many of thep: thinly clad
| i with leuky shoes, huddle around the \r-‘
[ ing ll‘,-akl. ahivering with cold, haad in their 1it-
Ue books with their week's work sceoant b

which they kuow they huve earned §2 ce s‘.“_}i'!,
or perhaps theee dollars.  The book is taken,
name called, and o mock figuring made, and
then comes tha trial: “ Vy, Miss Shane, you
hav only make von dollar tree shillin dis veek,™
"‘Uh\" e veplies, “ I've made more thus that
sy, ket wme show you”  “ No,” says be, * I nos
vob is right” Then come sharp ‘words. Then
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wake vop little mistake, 'tis yix cents more.”
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sir,” attempliog to take her book. “I made so
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your tam tong; I nos my business; I don's
cheat you, and it you dun't{ika de pay, you ean
g0 next veek some vars else.” The poor girl
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